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XCVII.

PARIS, Thursday, September 6, 1844.
WE spent so little time together that I
told you nothing that I wished to say. It
seems to me that I saw you in a dream*
You had not the air of knowing that I was
a reality. When shall we meet again ?

XCVlil.

PARIS, Stytembtr 14, 1844.

I AM not going to Africa. I shall be out
of town for a fortnight and return then to
Paris, I regard this change with impassibil-
ity. Perhaps you can guess why.

I do not see how you spend the twenty-
four hours of the day. I know how you use
sixteen of them, but I want details on eight,
Do you read Herodotus ? Good-by,

XCIX.

POITIERS, September 15, 1844.
You  let  ten   entire  days pass  without
\vriting a line to me, and it is very wickedce we can be friends only at a distance.
